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FEBRUARY. 


mine well this gay and cheerful golden flower, 
and you will acknowledge that were it as scarce 
as it is plentiful — an exotic nursed in the conser- 
vatory, instead of a weed, flung over the unculti- 
vated wastes of our native land, it would be as 
highly esteemed as it is now neglected and de- 
spised. 


“ Leontodons unfold 

On the sweet turf their ray encircled gold, 

With Sol’s expanding beam the flowers unclose, 
And rising Hesper lights them to repose.” 

Darwin. 

This flower is as beautiful as many a cherished 
favorite, yet it associates with the lowly and de- 
spised; nurtured in poverty, it dispenses its favours 
freely to all who will receive them, and with a 
crown of glory, only despised because of its lavish 
distribution. It adorns the stately ruin and the 
humble cot — the friend of fallen greatness — the 
companion of the poor. The Dandelion is no 
dainty flower ; the barren moor or stony waste 
land furnishes nourishment enough for all its 
wants: sometimes its golden blossoms display 
their richness on the thatch of the poor man’s 
humble cot, and many a gay tuft may be seen 
springing amoDg the lichens and moss of some 
dilapidated castle or ruinous abbey, smiling un- 
heeded amid all the desolation. — Hurdis, speaking 
of it, compares it to 


THE DANDELION. 


hi 


“ A college youth, that flashes for a day 
AH gold ; anon he doffs his gaudy suit, 

Touch’d by the hand of some grave bishop, 

And all at once, by commutation strange, 
Becomes a reverend divine.” 

Its emblem is the “ rustic oracle wherever 
your footsteps turn, this oracle of the field may 
be consulted ; whether you ascend the mountain 
side, or tread the flowery vale, you will perceive 
patches of verdure covered with the golden flow- 
ers, or with light and transparent globes. The 
blossoms close at an early hour, for 

“ She enamoured of the sun, 

At his departure hangs her head and weeps. 

And shrouds her sweetness up, and keeps 
Sad vigils, like a cloister’d nun. 

Till his reviving ray appears. 

Waking her beauty, as he dries her tears.” 

Moore. 

Every where it offers to the hand that would ga- 
ther, or the eye that would consult its flowers, 
which open and shut at certain hours of the day; 
serving the solitary shepherd for a clock, while 
its feathery tufts are his barometer, predicting 
calm or storm. 

“ Thus hi each flower and simple bell 
That in our path untrodden lie, 

Are sweet remembrancers, who tell 
How fast their winged moments fly.” 


